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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Emily  Eubanks 


For  all  my  fellow  writers  out  there,  I understand  the  challenge  of  publi- 
cation. I sent  in  my  work,  hoped  they  loved  it,  and  when  the  rejection  letter 
came  I’d  picture  an  editor  reading  the  first  two  Lines  and  throwing  my  piece 
away.  Let  me  teU  you,  publication  here  at  PLR  is  not  this  way.  As  a writer,  it  is 
comforting  to  know  the  high  level  of  respect  and  attention  that  is  given  to  each 
submission.  AH  work  submitted  to  PLR  is  read  by  aU  staff  in  its  entirety,  voted 
upon  individually,  and  later  voted  upon  as  a group.  Our  goal  here  at  PLR  is  to 
produce  a high  quality  literary  arts  magazine  that  will  both  entertain  our  readers 
and  propel  cathartic  art  back  into  the  community.  If  you  are  reading  this,  now, 
then  this  magazine  was  a success.  We  are  especially  proud  and  gratuitous 
towards  our  submitters  and  readers.  Thank  you  for  being  the  backbone  of  PLR. 

Thank  you,  PLR  spring  staff,  for  the  many  hours  put  into  this  maga- 
zine. rU  miss  our  vibrant  discussions  about  literature.  A special  thanks  goes  to 
the  production  and  marketing  editors.  Kristina,  good  luck  to  your  underground 
magazine,  I expect  free  monthly  subscriptions  and  your  certain  success.  Tom, 
you  are  truly  the  next  Sharon  Olds;  please  keep  writing  (and  sharing!)  Finally, 
this  issue  thrived  under  the  continuous  support  and  guidance  from  Jackie 
McGrath.  Thank  you  for  your  dedication  to  the  students  here  at  C.O.D.  and  to 
the  magazine,  I feel  very  fortunate  to  have  worked  under  your  wing. 

Writing  is  an  extremely  powerful  tool.  It  is  not  the  words  on  the  page 
so  much  as  it  is  the  abstract  connections,  meanings,  and  emotions  the  words 
provide  us  with.  Thank  you  PLR  and  College  of  DuPage  for  providing  me  with 
this  rewarding  position  as  Editor  In  Chief  On  a personal  note,  I would  like  to 
thank  Tom  Hill,  Chuck  Steele,  Barbara  Neupauer,  Samantha  Eubanks,  and  Don 
Batyrn  for  aU  of  their  continued  support.  Barbara,  you  saved  me  this  semester, 
considered  yourself  Maid  of  Honor.  Samantha,  I love  you  always.  Don,  you  are 
everything  I love  about  living,  thank  you  for  being  my  better  half  and  loving  my 
poetry.  And  always,  thank  you.  Words,  for  giving  me  my  deepest  passion,  pleas- 
ure, and  purpose. 


This  publication  could  not  be  made  without  the  generous  support  of 
many  people.  The  staff  would  Hke  to  thank  Chuck  Steele,  Chris  Raposa,  Stephanie 
Quirk,  Mardi  Roebuck  Knight,  Shannon  Hernandez,  and  the  Student  Activities 
Office;  Susan  Schmult  and  the  Purchasing  Office;  Cathy  Stablein,  Liz  Whiteacre, 
the  Writers  Read  series.  Rich  Malec,  Robyn  Johnson,  and  the  College  of  DuPage 
Library;  Daniel  Lloyd,  Dr.  Beverly  Reed,  Rita  Puishes,  Cathie  Walker  and  the 
Liberal  Arts  Division  Office;  Sue  Martin,  Dr.  Joe  Collins,  and  Dr.  Robert  Breuder. 
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turning  in  early 


Emily  Eubanks 


run  down  dock 

walk  from  the  oak  porch 

dust  in  the  toes 

rocks  rocks  rocks  rocks 

always  remind  me  of  you 

dirt  path  winding 

to  the  water 

long  walk 

off  a short  dock. 
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Seven  (for  Barbara") 


Wilda  Morris 


She  lifted  the  gallon  jug 
dripping  seven-year-old  confidence. 
Vll  take  the  milk^  she  said, 

I’m  strong. 

Eyes  sparkled  delight 
in  what  she  could  do. 

Free  hand  directing 

her  own  speech 

like  an  orchestra  conductor, 

she  spoke  again. 

Milk  makes  me  strong 
so  I can  carry  it. 
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Son 


David  E.  Starr 


No  God  ever  drank  gin 
I would  say  to  you,  “What  happened?” 

You  never  knew 

No  God  ever  stole  the  light  from  our  aching  eyes 
I would  say  to  you,  “What  happened?” 

You  never  knew 

No  God  ever  rode  the  horses  away  without  return 
I would  say  to  you,  “Where  have  they  gone?” 

You  never  knew 

No  God  ever  burned  the  forests  to  the  ground,  dried  the  oceans  to  the  floor 
I would  say  to  you,  “Where  have  they  gone?” 

You  never  knew 

No  God  ever  pointed  towards  the  Earth  with  a finger  of  pestilence 
No  God  ever  treaded  Its  surface  with  endless  shadows  in  tow 
No  God  ever  starved  us.  Us,  the  shale 

The  ocean  was  once  a joy  of  mine 

Foggy  and  silver,  ivory  sheets  of  silk,  endlessly  unfurling,  overlapping  and  envelop- 
ing 

The  guUs  cawed,  their  caws  echoed,  their  echoes  fed  the  wind,  the  wind  fed  their 
wings. 

Fed  me.  I breathed  in  and  ivory  became  me 

No  God  ever  robbed  us  of  these  things 
I would  say  to  you,  “Wasn’t  it  beautiful? 

The  ocean,  the  forest,  the  horses  and  the  light. 

Wasn’t  it  beautiful?” 

You  never  knew 
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Grand  Canyon  in  Black  and  White 


David  E.  Starr 


black  and  white  photography 
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Dust;  Coyotes;  Sadness 


Kristina  Kroger 


Dreams  made  of  coyotes 
and  coyotes  made  of  dreams 
dance  on  the  barrens  of  the  moon. 

Stirring  up  the  dust 
that  lonely  dust 
cyclones  on  dust 

Dreams  and  coyotes  howl 
to  what?  They  are  perched 
upon  the  object  of  their  longing 

And  earth 
Home 

is  so  very  cold  and  blue  in  this  sky 
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The  Short  Stories  of  Ernest  Hemingway 


Michael  Bryant 


I hold  in  my  hands 

The  Short  Stories  of  Truest  He/uiugway, 

copyright  1960. 

The  hardcover  of  the  book 
feels  rough  like  tree  bark. 

I wonder, 

“if  I sliced  it  down  the  middle 
would  I be  able  to  count  the  rings?” 
Opening  the  book, 

careful  not  to  damage  the  delicate  binding, 

a draft  blows  the  pages 

and  they  race  past  one  another 

like  a leaf  being  blown  across  the  sidewalk 

by  the  wind. 

The  movement  of  the  pages 

stirs  up  the  familiar  scent  of  an  aged  book. 

It  smells  sweet, 

as  if  someone  spilled  honey  on  it 
many  years  ago. 

Tree  bark,  leaves,  and  honey  - 
this  book  wishes  it  were  free 
to  return  to  its  foundations  in  namre, 
much  like  its  late  and  great  author 
from  whose  body  grows 
grass  and  flowers. 
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Profiteer  Lover 


Amanv  Al-Hallac 


My  lover's  star  loomed  in  the  sky  of  the  Internet, 
a warm  breeze  amid  the  December’s  freeze. 

His  email  was  the  most  beautiful  gift  at  Christmas. 

His  words  were  my  Valentine's  Day. 

We  spent  years  together,  and  I thought  he  was  a prince 
of  faithfulness.  We  joindy  built  our  plans  and  dreams. 

I was  the  repository  of  his  promises. 

After  he  disappeared,  I dreamed  of  glimpsing  his  shadow 
in  my  imagination,  to  shout,  "Love,  stay  within  my  destiny." 

His  letter,  “I  am  a few  minutes  away  from  you.” 

Happiness  drowned  me  as  a lithe  girl  dreaming  to  meet 
the  holidays’  joy. 

I said,  “Why  did  you  move  suddenly?" 

I thought  his  longings  and  love  brought  him. 

My  joy  shattered  at  his  words, 

“I  am  dahng  a woman  who  Lives  close  to  you.” 

He  complained  about  her  as  if  I am  a mass  of  clay  devoid  of  emotions. 

He  listed  her  details  as  if  I am  a piece  of  flesh  bare  of  awareness  and  feelings. 
He  described  his  conflicts  with  her  as  if  we  had  not  been  lovers. 

His  grousing  about  her  increased  my  heart's  injuries. 

Then,  he  requested  to  join  me.  I refused  because  his  beautiful  naked  dishonest 
flesh  can  be  rented  at  the  cheapest  prices;  now  a disappointed  child  awaited 
Santa,  but  he  never  appeared. 
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Tatiana  Kuzyk 


black  and  white  photography 
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Scrolls 


Wilda  Morris 


What  scrolls  hide 
in  the  cave  of  your  ears, 
in  the  dark  interior 
behind  drums 

which  vibrate  with  words, 
song,  whispers,  secrets 
which  penetrate 
deeply  and  stay  concealed 

past  the  waters  of  the  inner  ear, 
awaiting  a child,  perhaps, 
to  climb  the  cliffs  of  memory 
and  break  the  sealed  jars? 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


9 


opium  Poppy 


Bakul  Baneriee 


At  the  edge  of  the  road, 
the  gaunt  old  man  do2ed 
on  the  dusty  cement  porch. 

His  frayed  white  shirt  was 
two  si2es  too  big  for  him. 

The  rickety  rocking  chair 
creaked,  as  I climbed 
crumbling  steps  to  find 
my  friend  somewhere  inside. 

His  blood-red  eyes  opened 
to  reveal  two  muddy  pools 
of  water  stained  by  the  red  earth. 
On  his  lap,  his  fingers  were 
kneading  a lump  of  gum. 

Must  be  opium,  I concluded. 

I was  twelve.  The  girl, 
my  friend,  came  to  the  door, 
wearing  a sari  with  many 
mended  holes  and  a smile. 

I wonder  who  scored 
opium  poppy  seedpods 
in  lush  fields  by  Kandahar. 
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Oriental  Poppy 


Bakul  Baneriee 


In  my  garden,  oriental  poppies 
pirouette  in  the  morning  breeze, 
dominate  shy  spring  flowers, 
with  blazing  blood-red  color, 
over  the  blur  of  purple  hues. 

New  blooms  with  tight  structures 
boast  serrated  upright  petals. 

Ephemeral  they  are,  waiting 
for  their  demise  within  a week. 

The  death  will  come  sooner 
if  it  rains  or  the  wind  blows  hard. 

Dew  drops  from  last  night 
pool  around  the  pistil 
of  the  color  of  dried  blood. 

I spy  inside.  The  ink  of  the  pistil 
mixes  with  water,  as  I shake  the  stem. 

It  discolors  the  black  symmetric  marks 
on  the  petals,  sullying  the  swollen  ovary. 

The  flower  readies  for  repose, 
opening  petals  flat,  letting  the  sun 
warm  its  womb  before  the  faU  to  earth, 
leaving  behind  the  round  seedpod 
with  an  elegant  crown  of  many  folds. 
Scored  by  the  feet  of  a finch, 
a gummy  resin  oozes  from  the  pod. 
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invisibility 


Kelsey  Q'Kelley 


Like  when  someone  waves 
At  you 

From  across  the  street. 

You  smile, 

But  then  notice 

It’s  the  stranger  behind  you 

Who’s  waving  back. 
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Sequoia  Forest  in  Black  and  White 


ohn  Takubowski 


black  and  white  photography 
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Lovers  Left  to  Grieve 


Kaitlvn  Piianowski 


When  the  leaf  falls  off  the  tree, 

Do  you  think  the  tree  remembers  the  betrayal? 

Reliving  the  moment  leaf’s  stem  snapped 

And  it  fluttered  to  the  ground,  gloating  in  its  freedom. 

Does  the  tree  believe  leaf’s  promise  that  another  will  take  his  place  next  year? 
Or  do  you  think  winter  becomes  tree’s  only  friend, 

A punishment  for  believing  it  could  prolong  the  spring? 

Do  you  think  the  tree  replays  in  its  mind  the 
Things  it  should  have  done  to  hold  leaf’s  interest  — 

Ways  it  could  have  leaned  to  share  more  sunlight 
Or  compliments  it  should  have  given  to  leaf’s  rosy  hue? 

Do  you  think  the  tree  remembers  the  betrayal? 

I’d  compare  you  to  the  leaf  if  you  were  worthy. 

The  tree  and  I now  lovers  left  to  grieve. 
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Nothing  is  quite  as  nice  for  me 
As  to  share  a cup  of  tea 
In  the  early  lightening  reveille 
With  thee  in  the  early  morning 

When  the  birds  first  start  to  speak 
And  our  floor  boards  slowly  creak 
As  I talk  about  last  week 
Alone  with  thee  in  the  early  morning 

Long  before  the  troubled  world  wakes 
Long  before  the  concrete  highway  shakes 
Long  before  the  parasitic  workplace  takes, 
Talking  with  thee  in  the  early  morning 

The  sun  has  not  yet  found  its  place, 

The  stars  still  abound  in  space 
My  fingers  touch  your  gende,  glowing  face 

Oh,  to  be  with  thee  in  the  early  morning 
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Window  on  a World 


Christine  Aument 


I think  of  them  as  blue 
But  they  are  really  gray— 

Pale  gray  with  flecks  of  blue, 

A haunting  bluish  gray. 

Lighter  than  most  people’s  eyes 
Even  eyes  of  blue 
Eyes  almost  translucent, 

Yet  giving  nothing  away. 
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Moon-Fire 


Kristina  Kfop-er 


The  night’s  mare  snuffles  softly 
through  the  long  wheat  stalks, 
pulling  her  shadowy  cart  behind  her. 

Over  the  fields  she  brings  the  dusk,  the  stars 
as  the  small  white  hairs  on  her  back. 

I watch  the  spirit-horse  from  my  high  window, 
the  rising  moon  on  fire  with  my  loneliness. 
Great  mirror  of  myself,  what  is  this  sorrow? 

Answer  me  in  sky-reflections, 

in  refracted  tongues, 

words  that  whisper  over  the  fields, 

to  my  high  window,  as  the  night’s  mare 
snuffles  softly  through  the  long  wheat  stalks 
lit  by  the  pale  and  lonely  moon-fire. 
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Ezra  Chan 


You  move. 

Each  man  moves 
with  perfect  form, 
within  perfect  formation. 

Shields  squared, 
spears  leveled, 
eyes  ablaze  in  glory. 

Eternity  is  written  - 
no,  etched  - 
upon  their  souls. 

Your  soul. 

There  could  not  be 
a more  perfect  place 
than  here,  now. 

Each  man  fights; 

Perfect  gyrations 
Of  hips,  of  shoulders. 

In  the  greater,  grotesque  gyration 
Of  a machine  meting  finality. 

You  close  for  the  kiss. 

I’m  sorry; 

And  your  fate  is  forfeit; 

you’re  a really  great  guy, 

unbeknownst  to  you, 
just  as  to  Leonidas’  men, 
it  had  already  been  decided 

hut  I’m  already  seeing  somebody. 

by  one  unforeseen  Ephialtes. 
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Melissa  Morp-an 


Look  at  me 

chocolate  vanilla  twilight  swirl 
flavored  and  painted  with  segregated  brushes 
long  after  King  put  them  together 
Look  at  me 

blundered  burnt  sugar  with  Daddy  at  the  store 
in  suburbia  standards  stripped  of  color 
I’m  proclaimed  an  adoptee  of  this  snow  man 
Look  at  me 

charged  caramel  carved  child  foUow 
Mommy’s  Michael  Jackson  and  Pavarotti 
around  the  makeup  case  my  crayon  doesn’t  match 
But,  look  at  me 

marble  caked  still  and  downy  curled 

entrusted  to  double  dutch  between  sun  and  moon 

I’ve  captured  the  verse  of  her,  the  flair  of  him 

the  extended  cultures  molded  to 

the  shape  of  my  skin 
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Rock  Wins 


Eric  M.  Reitz 


Clouds  are  passing  through  the  sky; 
The  bright  round  sun  is  burning; 
One  pair  of  scissors  waits  to  strike; 
Breeze  carries  paper  to  a bench; 
Paper  lands  next  to  scissors; 

Scissors  clamp  through  paper; 

And  paper  wraps  around  scissors; 
Rock  falls  from  sky; 

Crushes  scissors  and  paper; 

Rock  Wins. 
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Growth 


ceramics 
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The  Woe  of  a Stove 


Amy  Davila 


I see  the  way  you  look  at  him 
while  he  warms  your  leftovers. 

Your  eyes  wide  with  anticipation. 

Every  time  he  so  much  as  beeps, 
you  run  to  him. 

Pathetic. 

Hi, 

Remember  me? 

I used  to  be  your  Go-to-Guy. 

Apparendy,  he’s  got  that  tide  now. 

Who  used  to  warm  your  soup? 

I did. 

Who  used  to  help  you  make  Mac-N-Cheese? 
Me. 

But  now, 

“My  hot  chocolate’s  not  hot  enough,” 
in  the  microwave  it  goes. 

Oh,  need  to  pop  some  popcorn? 

Apparendy,  he’s  a pro  at  that. 

Especially  with  his 

stupid, 

yet 

undeniably  nifty  ‘popcorn’  button... 

You  know  what? 

I’m  dred. 

Tired  of  it  all. 

I hate  the  noise  he  makes 
every  dme  you  press  a number. 

I hate  the  way  that  glass  plate  spins. 

Round 

and 

round. 

He  can’t 
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The  Woe  of  a Stove  (cont’d) 


Amv  Davila 


even  make 

those  bubbles  when  he  reaches  a boil! 

What  is  that? 

I’ve  been  here  way  before  he  was  even  thought  of. 
I’ve  got  seniority. 

But  fine. 

Go  ahead. 

Keep  on  doing  what  you’re  doing. 

One  day,  you’U  come  running  back. 

Maybe  his  door  doesn’t  shut, 
or  open. 

Maybe  the  buttons  don’t  work. 

Maybe  one  morning, 

before  putting  your  oatmeal  in  the  microwave, 
you’ll  turn  and 
see  me. 

Then  realize, 

that  it’s  me  that  you  need. 

I’m  aU  that  you’ve  ever  needed. 

But,  what  do  I know? 

I’m  just  a stove. 
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Scar 


Wilda  Morris 


He  fingers  the  scar 
across  her  breast 
this  nipple  now  higher 
than  the  other  one 

learning  the  beauty 
of  asymmetry 
the  wonder  of  having  her 
with  him  despite 

the  cancer 

surgery 

chemo 

radiation  burn 

loving  even  the  dots  tattooed 
on  her  skin  to  guide  the  radiologist 
and  the  long  pink  scar 
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While  standing  alone  on  the  barren  beach 
From  side  to  side  as  far  as  I can  see, 
bubbly,  brackish,  breaking  waves  roU  in 
and  spray,  night  and  day,  pours  onto  this  shore 

In  ancient  oceans  deep,  old  Poseidon 
breathed  in  the  sea  and  formed  these  entities 
Small  at  birth,  destined  to  grow,  ‘though  slow 
And  so  until  they  approach  this  shore 

Hidden  well  by  the  rolling,  swelling  sea 
Nothing  seen  save  a teasing  flash  of  white 
Then,  each  breaking  in  a great  rush,  they  come 
A rolling,  roaring,  moving  waterfall 

These  greenish,  growing  walls  with  frenzy  come 
Then  joyfuUy  leap  upon  the  sand  and 
shatter  the  air  with  a thunderous  roar 

And  as  they  touch  the  shore,  they  live  no  more 
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Ten  Years 


Christine  Aument 


The  world  has  changed  ten  years  worth 
In  the  ten  years  you’ve  been  gone. 

Boys  have  grown 
Become  young  men. 

Now  I am  alone. 

The  mark  upon  my  heart  remains, 

The  hole  that  will  not  heal. 

The  edges  soften 
Cut  less  often. 

Still  I am  alone. 

Life  goes  on  with  special  friends 
I travel,  go  to  plays. 

My  life  is  fuU, 

Rarely  duU, 

But  I live  my  life  alone. 
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A Message  on  the  Economy 


Denis  Hagen 


color  photography 
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Mv  Own  Fruit 


ennifer  Nagle 


color  photography 
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River  Leaf 


ennifer  Prucha 


color  photography 
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Mindfulness  One 


ulianna  L.  Estall 


m 


drawing 
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drawing 
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David  Beechin 


Libby 


ceramics 
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Lois  A.  Stanicak 


FaU 


water  color 
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Abandoned 


Guest 


color  photography 
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Doorway 


Bill  Guest 
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David  E.  Starr 


color  photography 
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Twilight  at  El  Capitan,Yosemite 


ohn  Takubowski 


color  photography 
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drawing 
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Andiamo 


Denis  Hagen 


mixed  media 
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Nieht  Flowers 


ennifer  Prucha 


color  photography 
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Lois  A.  Stanciak 


water  color 
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Bleary  Bettas 


Melissa  Morp-an 


color  photography 
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God’s  Feelings 


Emily  Eubanks 


colorful  little  fishes  swimming  about 
never  think  about  god 

go  ahead,  ask 

and  they’ll  laugh  until  their  scales 
flesh  open,  until  they  die 
and  they’ll  ask  for 
their  laughing  gtUs  to  be 
tightened  with  wax 
for  infinite  laughter 

this  does  not  require  things 
that  cannot  be  seen,  they 
exist  as  they  exist,  which 
I read  somewhere 
is  mostly  in  our  dimension 
here  on  earth 

sweet  pleasures  like 
peaches  on  the  tongue 
I wonder  if  god  wishes 
he  could  ask  the  colorful 
Httle  fishes  for  some  company 

it  must  get  lonely  making 
rough  drafts  of  everything 
over  and  over  again. 
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Girl 


Tom  Hill 


My  friend  had  a girl. 

I have  a picture  of  them  together, 

She  is  grasping  a glass  of  wine, 

He  is  grasping  her. 

How  the  rest  of  us  yearned  at  nineteen  to  have  someone  like  her. 
Lips  stained,  sweet. 

And  the  stirring  in  our  blue  jeans  remained  when  she  was  gone. 

How  slow  those  embers  burned 

Out. 
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Remembering  those  Lovely  College  Years 


Mardelle  Fortier 


Hope  flowered  like  white  candles 
We  fluttered — moths 
who  studied  everything  but  flame 
Fervendy  we  agreed 
to  walk  a thousand  mdes 
if  only  to  find  Keats 
We  stayed  up  past  midnight 
on  borrowed  electricity 

In  our  youth  every  word  was  new 

Our  lenses — fire  opals 

We  would  have  rowed  barehanded  to  Rome 

to  find  SheUey  or  Byron 

Outside,  milky  flowers  slept 

reminding  us  of  stardust 

Heedless  of  danger  we  ran  into  the  grass 

not  knowing  our  fragility 

Now  they  swirl  in  memory 

those  white  candles  of  our  dresses 
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Waking  from  a sound  sleep, 

I walk  across  the  cold,  bare 
wood  floor.  Looking  out  from 
my  bedroom  window,  darkness 
surrounds  me. 


Just  beyond  the  small  creek 
I see  a train  traveling  on 
weary  tracks,  as  smoke  is 
spiraling  in  the  night  sky. 

The  sound  of  the  train’s  horn 
beckons  to  me,  creating  a 
feeling  of  isolation,  peaceful 
and  calm.  A loneliness,  but 
not  alone. 

The  horn  sounds  again  and  again. 
Comforting,  reassuring,  relaxing. 

I close  my  eyes  and  linger, 
one  moment  more. 
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steal  all  color  from  you 


Emily  Eubanks 


I want  to  steal  all  the  color  from  you 
take  off  my  clothes,  take  your  hand 
and  push  your  fingers  hard 
against  the  skin  above  where  it  hurts 
and  show  you  how  often  I hate  you. 

I have  the  bitterness; 

gnashing  of  teeth,  burning  of  moths,  snorting  of  glass. 

And  you  have  the  stubbornness: 

wasting  of  time,  prolonging  of  arguments,  deep  love  of  sins. 
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Dinner  at  Bistro  Monet  or  Buried  in  Squash 


William  Vollrath 


I fell  into  my  squash 
Right  near  the  pickled  beets 
This  French  cuisine  was  great 
Until  I slipped  my  seat 

Deeper  and  deeper  I sank 
Into  the  orangish-gold 
Now  dinner’s  up  my  nose 
At  least  it  isn’t  cold 

Mother  told  her  boys 
“Dive  in,  before  it’s  gone” 

But  neck-deep  in  buttered  squash 
Is  much  better  for  fried  prawns 

I think  I might  escape 
This  tasty,  golden  glop 
If  I just  can  get  a foot 
On  top  of  that  fat  pork  chop 
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Sounds 


William  Vollrath 


Do  you  hear  them? 

Do  you  hear  the  sounds? 

Muffled  moans  at  foot  of  the  bed 
Sleeping  dog  dreams  of  perfect  belly  rubs 

Great  gray  owl  in  shadowy  tree 
Hooting  proudly  for  needed  owl  love 

Distant  hum  of  trains  and  trucks 
Locked  in  their  pre-dawn  symphony 

House  suddenly  creaking  in  dead  of  night 
Wooden  lungs  breathing  in  and  out 

Radiant  sun  rising  each  new  day 
As  fading  moon  slides  down  into  the  bay 

Hopeful  children  across  the  land 
Grow  older  and  wiser  in  a flash  of  time 

Promise  of  birth  and  mystery  of  death 
Repeated  again  and  again  and  again 

Listen  carefully  with  open  ears 
Just  beyond  the  silence  of  night 

Hear  the  song  of  our  celestial  flight 
Toward  tomorrow’s  uncertain  Hght 

Do  you  hear  the  sounds? 
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Jaipur 


Sannah  Kakal 


The  pages,  full  of  her  secrets,  are  tucked  away  beneath  her 

She  hugs  her  memories,  while  I hug  her  memory 

While  the  moon  shines  through  her  window 

Its  light  able  to  embrace  what  I wish  I could 

The  lucky  lizards,  monkeys,  and  street  dogs  sing  her  to  sleep 

The  pink  city,  Jaipur,  romantic  for  its  rose  tinted  walls 

In  her  eyes,  is  full  of  seduction  in  the  darkness  of  night 
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flower  ffirl 


Kelsey  O'Kelley 


black  and  white  photography 
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Masks  like  Lions 


Mardelle  Fortier 


Masks  like  lions  and  tigers 
All  the  world  wears  a mask 
My  own  is  made  of  satin 
soft  yet  unbelievably  strong 

I can  never  walk  a step  without  it 
never  pass  a moment  without  a thought  of  it 
Always  worry  that  it  might  slip  a bit 
and  you  will  see  my  fear 

Always  must  wear  a sparkle  on  my  face 
Disguise  the  barking,  groaning, 
loneliness,  churning,  burning. 

Hide  the  tear 

Only  in  dreams  can  I be  real,  can  walk 
down  the  starlit  road  in  my  true  skin 
In  daytime  I am  so  cloaked,  even  I 
don’t  reaUy  know  what  mood  I’m  in 
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Mystery 


Susan  lumper 


Red  and  silver  sequins 
sparkle  like  stars. 

Black  feathers  extend  from  her 
temples. 

Crimson  stained  lips 
shine  like  silk. 

Jade  color  eyes  gleam  between 
tarantula  lashes. 

I don’t  know  who  that  was 
but  I think  I could  see  her  soul. 
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Come  Back  to  Me  MLK 


Scott  Hixson 


Come  back  to  me,  MLK- 

these  many  years  gone  by. 

I have  waited  patiently  for  this  day  to  arrive. 

Frozen  soil  now  between  us  stands,  draped  gently 
with  the  graceful  dance  of  this  morning’s  snow. 

Courage  and  strength  of  heart  defined  you  then. 

These  traits  will  lift  your  soul  from  under  the  icy  frost 
As  they  shaped  you  in  life,  too- 

In  death  they  will  carry  you  far. 

Trudge  through  the  snow,  I’ll  be  waiting  at  the  door. 

Share  in  this  coffee,  you’U  be  awfuUy  cold. 

As  it  steams  from  the  cup  into  the  air  of  the  kitchen, 
broken  by  my  breath  held  long  in  anticipation. 

The  bold  sunlight  held  within  the  room  by  the 
pulled  lacy  drapes  cast  its  gaze  upon  you. 

Framing  a face  weathered  by  intellect  and  compassion. 
Boundless  topics  on  my  tongue.  The  conversations,  rooted 
in  justice,  brotherhood,  and  the  rights  of  man, 
last  well  into  the  lunchtime  hour  punctuated  by 
periods  of  passionate  rhetoric,  laughter,  and  sandwiches. 

For  two  old  friends  we  might  be  mistaken.  Dr.  King. 

Though  strangers  we  had  been  mere  hours  earlier. 

Now  the  peace  within  our  hearts  shines  as  the  bond  between  us. 
It  brightens  the  room  beyond  the  rays  of  the  afternoon  sun. 

I may  speak  of  the  blacks  who  robbed  me  once  before 
and  you  may  relate  a story  from  ’68. 

Under  the  hot  Memphis  sun  how  that  bullet 
barreled  through  the  gende  winds  of  history. 

Let  us  join  arms  for  our  brothers 

and  march  through  the  streets  under  the  setting  sun. 

Banners  to  our  backs  we’U  march  for  the  trodden, 
for  the  meek  and  the  forgotten. 

Let  us  stare  hate  in  its  disfigured  face  and  turn  from  it. 

Arm  in  arm,  let  us  be  equals,  be  brothers. 

You  held  no  fear  for  death  then. 

Knowing  its  eternal  grip  strikes  all  colors,  aU  souls. 
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Your  gift  to  the  savagery  and  compassion  of  humanity. 

Your  life,  taken.  Now  it  has  been  reposed  upon  you, 

Maker  of  history.  Servant  of  justice.  Peaceful  man. 

No  bullet  could’ve  silenced  your  message. 

In  the  hearts  of  men  everywhere  your  ideas  ring,  never  forgotten. 

But  you  must  go  now  the  sun  has  set  and  the  journey  is  long. 

In  the  darkness  you  disappear  from  before  my  eyes. 

As  I stand  beneath  the  snowy  moonlight  I am  warmed 
by  the  peace  and  passions  left  within  me  by  your  presence. 

I am  saddened  to  know  you  have  gone- 

Alas,  do  come  back  to  me  MLK. 
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I want  the  spring  again 


Kelsey  O'Kelley 


I want  to  feel  the  seatbelt  in  my  car 

through  thin  sleeves, 

as  we  drive  away  from  the  grey  months 

and  towards  the  tulips 

that  only  our  next-door  neighbors 

remembered  to  plant 

last  summer,  this  summer, 

let’s  never  turn  on  the  air 

and  instead  be  conditioned  by  nature. 

I want  to  fall  asleep  to  the  sound 
of  box  fans, 

even  though  they  make  me  chilly, 
and  I just  like  hearing  them  hum. 
at  least  until 

Labor  Day,  the  day  before  I get  to 

take  in  knowledge  and  the  smell  of  textbooks. 

in  preparation.  I’ll  buy  64  Crayola  crayons 

just  for  robin’s  egg  blue. 

later,  we  can  eat  challah, 

at  a paper-plate  Rosh  Hashanah  party, 

even  though  we’re  not  Jewish. 

I also  want  it  to  be 

Christmas,  since  it  is  akeady 
November  first. 

is  that  snow  on  the  window?  a flake  even? 

I’m  wearing  that  scarf  you  gave  me  last  year, 

even  though  I don’t  need  a coat  yet. 

just  tell  me  if  it’s  too  soon  for  holiday  socks, 

or  too  late,  after  New  Year’s, 

when 

outside  the  church’s  chapel, 
poinsettias  lay  around  us, 
a snowy  circlet, 
the  days  grow  longer, 
the  frost  is  fraying, 

I want  the  spring  again. 
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PoDcorn 


William  VoUrath 


inspired 

heat 

awakens 

anticipatory 

kernels 

nourishing 

energy 

builds 

vibratory 

dance 

fertile 

creative 

tension 

expands 

expectantly 

quantum  climax 
simple  matter 
now  reborn  and 
explosively  evolved 
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Kristina  Kroger 


Three  Guitars 

The  sound  of  three  sweet  guitars  enters  my  mouth  and  tastes  like  tanger- 
ines. I wander  into  the  park,  and  perchance,  find  people  gathered  round.  “A 
show?”  I think,  “A  band  playing,  playing  three  guitars?”  But  as  I come  forward, 
past  the  crowd’s  innermost  ring,  I find  not  men  with  stringed  cellos  spilling  sor- 
row, three  men  with  cellos  spilling  sorrows,  but  one  woman  in  their  stead. 

A beautiful  woman,  young  with  shining  grey  hair,  sallow  skin  like  callow 
candle  wax,  swathed  in  ripped  and  ruined  robes.  It  is  her  voice  weeping  three  gui- 
tars, harmonies  thrown  forth  from  her  throat,  enrapturing  her  circle  of  spectators. 
But  she  is  bound,  by  a thin  silver  chain,  twined  about  her  throat,  her  sweet  throat, 
spilling  sorrows. 

My  eyes  become  closed,  still  tasting  guitars  and  tangerines,  not  wanting  to 
note  the  tether,  the  beauty  bound,  the  sorrowful  slave.  I just  want  this:  peace  in  the 
park;  I want  to  eat  the  soft  noises  coming  from  her.  But  my  eyes  must  open, 
encapsulate,  understand,  and  L...see  her. 

Nameless  nymph  in  the  park  at  night,  noiselessly  weeping,  singing  with  a 
voice  like  three  guitars,  I am  guilty,  as  I gaze  upon  your  grey  visage.  You  open  your 
eyes,  they  are  stormcloud  skies  that  rod  softly  with  thunder  and  light.  Those 
around,  they  surround,  drunk  on  the  voice  like  three  guitars,  throw  silver  coins  at 
her  tortured  toes,  then  bumble  and  stumble  into  the  dark. 

The  opiate  stupor  falls  away  from  me  (like  a cloak  made  of  ostrich  feath- 
ers), the  chain  winds  away,  I see,  from  she  with  eyes  like  stormy  weather.  She 
turns  on-toe,  silent  now,  and  follows  the  silver  train  up  through  the  park.  I almost 
cry  to  see  her  go,  as  I would  to  mourn  the  dawn’s  last  lark.  On  the  tether’s  end,  I 
know,  is  the  one  who  keeps  her  caged,  who  draws  her  notes  into  the  night,  Hke  the 
player.  Like  the  three  men  playing,  with  stringed  cellos  spilling  sorrows. 

Gaelic  ghost,  going  and  gone,  following  the  path  to  the  secret  prison:  I 
stand  and  watch,  waiting,  silver  coins  like  sparkling  snow  scattered  on  the  floor. 
And  from  the  secret  womb  of  night,  I believe,  is  a small  boy,  an  orphan  boy  with  a 
careful  cup,  scooping  coins,  aU  that  glitters  in  the  park,  into  his  vessel.  Then  he  too 
pitter-patters  after  her  who  has  gone. 

Should  I have  brought  forth  my  knife,  my  fang  of  moonlight,  and  used  my 
saber  to  sever  her  tether,  and  free  her  with  the  voice  like  three  guitars?  Again,  I am 
guilty,  of  craving  the  taste  of  guitars  like  tangerines. 

I turn,  burn,  burning  yearn,  as  I throw  long  gazes  over  my  shoulder  into 
the  night.  I do  not  follow,  she  of  sorrow,  though  I will  be  here  again  tomorrow. 

For  under  the  shelter  of  the  night,  where  all  things  are  rendered  bright,  I wiU  be 
here  in  the  park,  getting  drunk,  very  drunk,  on  the  voice  like  three  guitars. 
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Late 


Becca  Gumhold 


The  sweat  slicking  his  forearms  mesmerized  her.  The  way  the  moon  hit  it 
so  that  he  shone  like  he’d  been  dipped  in  silver.  And  how  it  washed  out  the  angry 
symbols  and  barbed  words  across  his  flesh.  It  looked  like  Polk  had  run  from  the 
other  end  of  town.  If  he  left  the  minute  his  shift  ended  at  Joseph’s  Groceries,  this 
had  to  be  his  personal  best.  But  even  at  top  speed,  he  didn’t  make  it  before  the 
sexton  chained  the  gates. 

After  a few  metal-rattling  kicks,  he  tossed  his  sapper  coat  over  the  top  of 
the  iron  spikes.  When  he  hoisted  himself  up,  his  palm  slipped  and  caught  on  an 
iron  point.  He  hesitated  for  one  stunned  second,  before  slipping  down  to  the 
ground,  and  jogging  toward  her  with  his  hand  in  his  mouth. 

“Sorry  I’m  late,”  he  said  into  his  skin. 

She  perched  on  the  top  of  a headstone,  and  crossed  her  legs. 

“You  stiU  got  here,”  she  shrugged,  “More  or  less.” 

His  lips  twitched,  and  the  scar  at  the  corner  of  his  mouth  widened.  He 
nodded,  and  paced  while  his  breath  caught  up  with  him.  His  hunched  silhouette 
passed  in  front  of  the  marble  face  of  Annabelle  Tyree,  Beloved  Wife  & Mother’s 
headstone.  His  thick  eyebrows  pressed  together  under  his  knit  cap. 

“It’s  been  weird  without  you  home.” 

‘Wou  mean  it’s  not  reaUy  a home  anymore,”  she  said. 

She  examined  her  glitter  nad  polish,  and  picked  at  a rough  edge. 

“Yeah,”  he  said.  His  Ups  twitched  again,  as  if  they  wanted  to  smile  but 
had  frozen  in  a grimace.  ‘You  always  been  better  at  words,  kid.” 

She  scraped  the  dirt  from  underneath  her  thumbnail. 

“No,  just  different.” 

He  wet  his  lips,  and  brushed  an  itch  under  his  cap. 

“It’s  those  differences  that  make  everyone  beautiful,”  she  said. 

She  could  teU  from  twinkle  in  his  gold-green  eye  that  he  caught  the  irony 
in  that.  His  orange-brown  one  looked  black  in  the  shadows  of  the  elm  looming 
over  him.  He  nudged  his  fingers  under  his  hat  again,  exposing  a little  of  his  clean- 
shaved  scalp  to  the  moonlight. 

He  shook  his  head. 

‘Wou  reaUy  believe  that?” 

‘Wou  don’t?”  she  said  “Isn’t  it  that  quarter  ‘chink’ m me  that  first  got 
your  attention?” 

‘Wa  said  you  weren’t.” 

“You’ll  never  know  now,  wdl  you?” 

The  wind  swept  away  the  flake  of  naH  polish  she’d  picked,  and  warned  of 
a coming  storm  through  the  yellowing  leaves.  She  closed  her  eyes  and  breathed 
deep,  while  the  breeze  danced  up  her  back. 

“Do  you  ever  think  about  that?” 
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“What?”  he  said. 

“How  ridiculous  you  are?” 

His  lighter  eye  darkened,  while  she  preoccupied  herself  with  the  stone 
underneath  her.  She  slid  her  hand  over  its  craggily  surface,  feeling  it  scratch  and 
prick  her  palm. 

‘WouVe  spent  all  this  time  wondering  what  you  could  have  done  differ- 
ent,” she  said,  “All  this  energy  for  something  you  had  no  control  over.” 

“No.  I coulda  done  something.” 

“Yet,  you  don’t  think  anything  at  all  about  how  ignorant  you  are.” 

When  the  wind  buffeted  him,  he  hurried  back  to  the  gate  and  yanked  his 
coat  down. 

Weah,  I’m  stupid.  I got  that,”  he  said,  pulling  his  arms  through  the  holes. 
‘You  know  what  I mean,  Polk.” 

He  snorted,  and  pressed  his  tongue  over  his  lips. 

“I  didn’t  run  my  ass  down  here  to  talk  about  this.” 

“Mouth,”  she  said. 

He  rolled  his  eyes  and  exhaled. 

“I  didn’t  run  my  butt  down  here  to  talk  about  this,”  he  said,  “Better?” 
“Much,”  she  said,  “What  did  you  come  down  here  for,  then?” 

“How  am  I s’pposed  to  know?  This  was  your  idea.” 

“I  didn’t  teU  you  why?”  she  said. 

“No,”  he  said,  “That  ain’t  your  M.O.” 

She  smirked. 

“What  is  my  M.O.?” 

He  stopped  pacing  long  enough  to  dislodge  a rock  from  the  dirt  with  his 
steel-toed  oxblood  boot. 

“Fucking  with  me.” 

And  send  her  a smile,  daring  her  to  force  him  to  correct  himself  He 
shoved  his  fists  in  his  pockets,  and  pulled  the  front  of  his  coat  closed. 

“That  sounds  about  right,”  she  said. 

“Agreeing  with  me?”  he  said. 

“There  has  to  be  a first  time  for  everything.” 

He  roUed  the  rock  under  his  sole. 

“’N  a last,”  he  said. 

“I  thought  we  weren’t  going  to  talk  about  these  things.” 

“You  brought  it  up.” 

Then  let  s talk  about  it.  We  can  continue  right  where  we  left  off,  too. 

Let  s see,  it  s all  your  fault,  and  I have  no  control  over  anything.” 

She  bent  over  to  pluck  a yellow  leaf  from  the  ground.  The  blade  of  it 
drooped,  even  when  she  twirled  its  stem  between  her  fingers. 

‘You  honestly  believe  that,  don’t  you?  That,  somehow,  what  I did  is 
because  of  you.” 

“Ain’t  it?” 

“Not  everything  is  black  and  white,  Polk.  Not  people,  not  this.” 

“People  are  black  ‘n  white — ” 
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“And  somehow,  you’re  better  than  everyone  else?” 

“Not  everyone.” 

She  crossed  her  legs,  tapping  the  heel  of  a red  ballet  slipper  against  the 
shined  front  of  the  headstone. 

“Oh?  Who  tops  you?” 

He  lifted  his  head. 

‘Wou.” 

“AH  that’s  happened  and  you  stiH  think  that.” 

He  nodded  as  if  she’d  asked  a question. 

“Do  you  remember  the  excuses  I used  to  give  you?”  she  said. 

His  mouth  flattened. 

“I  don’t  wanna  go  there.” 

“We’re  already  there,  Polk,”  she  said,  then  smiled  coldly,  “What  was  your 
favorite?  I liked  ‘I  had  a big  lunch.’  That  works.  Then  there’s  I’m  not  feeling  too 
well.’  That  one’s  a classic.  You  can’t  argue  with  that.” 

“Stop.” 

‘Wou  can’t  be  here  and  pretend  it  never  happened!” 

“I  can  do  whatever  the  fuck  I want.” 

“Mm,  is  that  so?  Do  you  remember  when  you  would  almost  be  on  to  me, 
and  I would  touch  your  face.  Trace  your  scar  with  my  finger.  Kiss  just  your  lower 
lip,”  she  kicked  her  legs  back  and  forth  like  a child,  “SUde  my  hands  down  your 
chest,  so  that  you  forgot  aU  about  how  when  you  touched  mine,  you  could  count 
my  ribs.” 

She  pushed  her  hand  under  her  sweater,  and  mouthed  counting  as  she 
tapped  each  bone.  One.  Two.  Three. 

He  pinched  the  bridge  of  his  nose,  refusing  to  look  at  her. 

“But  then  I couldn’t  hide  it  from  you — ” 

“I  loved  you,  kid.  I stiH  do,”  he  said. 

She  narrowed  her  eyes. 

‘Wou’re  not  going  to  cry,  are  you?” 

His  swallow  clicked. 

“If  you  think  about  it,  it’s  kind  of  funny.  I put  so  much  effort  into  hiding 
it  from  you,  and  it  turns  out  you  never  wanted  to  know.” 

“Ha  ha,”  he  said,  keeping  his  face  behind  his  hand. 

‘You  made  it  easier  for  me.” 

“If  you’d  told  me,  I woulda.  . .” 

‘What?  Tempted  me  with  even  more  of  your  white  chocolate  cheese- 
cake? Maybe  some  bistecca  tagliatcT'’'’ 

She  let  her  smile  drop. 

“Why  are  you  out  here,  Polk?  This  isn’t  where  you  belong.” 

“Where  do  I belong?” 

“Home,”  she  said,  “And  before  you  start,  don’t  give  me  that  gallant 
speech  about  how  I’m  your  home.  You  don’t  sleep  in  me,  and  you  don’t  have  a 
key.” 

‘ Ya  never  gave  me  one.” 
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“Because  I didn’t  want  you  to  have  one.” 

He  dropped  his  hand  back  down  to  his  side. 

“You  didn’t  wanna  tell  me,”  he  said. 

“That’s  what  I said.” 

‘Y'a  kept  me  out.” 

She  nodded. 

“How  could  you  have  stopped  anything,  then?”  she  said. 

“I  couldn’t.” 

He  nudged  the  rock  back  into  its  rut. 

“Doesn’t  change  anything,”  he  said. 

“No,  it  doesn’t,”  she  said. 

She  hopped  down  to  the  soft  lawn. 

“Same  time  tomorrow?”  he  said. 

“Adjusted  for  your  run  across  town?” 

The  scarred  corner  of  his  mouth  lifted. 

“Give  yourself  the  night  off.  All  this  guilt  will  kill  you,”  she  said  over  her 

shoulder. 

He  nodded,  and  stopped  to  pluck  a dandelion  from  the  ground.  He  set  it 
in  the  space  where  she’d  sat,  and  used  the  granite  to  ease  himself  down  to  the 
grass.  From  here,  the  elm  seemed  impossibly  large,  and  the  circle  of  rocks  he’d 
messed  with  disappeared. 

He  traced  the  etching  of  her  name  in  that  stone,  and  said,  “Then  I’d  be 
here,  where  I belong.” 
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Ending 


Kristina  Kroger 


Cotton-cloud  skies  turn  to  iron-clad  casdes 
as  the  sweet,  sweet  rain  turns  cold, 
daisies  wither  and  songbirds  shiver 
when  summer  turns  too  old. 

August  auburn  turns  September  scarlet, 
and  ripens  the  pumpkin  patch, 
chalk  fades  from  driveways  as  summer  byways 
become  pallid  flagstone  paths. 

Whispering  winds  walk  through  fallow  fields 
of  waving  yellow  grass, 
the  sea  in  the  hills  sighs  as  summer  wills 
its  last,  fast-fading  gasp. 
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Launching  Amory 


Mill  Wallace 


I always  liked  Ed,  He  was  one  of  the  few  Rectors,  of  the  many  I have  met, 
who  placed  the  congregants  first.  It  meant  a lot  that  he  showed  up  when  my 
daughter  was  born.  Ed  asked  to  hold  her  as  my  wife  rested  in  that  old  downtown 
hospital  where  I attempted  to  grab  a few  precious  bits  of  study  time  before  the 
newborn  awoke  for  another  feeding. 

It  was  the  spring  of  1988  and  I was  finishing  up  graduate  school.  My  wife  had 
supported  me  for  two  years  of  full-time  graduate  work  and  our  first  child  was 
born  a month  before  my  graduation.  I could  always  joke  with  Ed;  we  jostled  a 
familiar  banter  that  I’ve  failed  to  duplicate  with  other  priests. 

“That’s  a quiet  baby.  She’s  staring  at  me.” 

“Do  you  think  she  knows  you’re  responsible  for  her  soul  and  she’s  trying  to  get 
on  your  good  side?” 

“No,  she’s  probably  never  seen  a clerical  collar;  it’s  a strange  looking  vestment” 
said  Ed.  “Has  she  been  sleeping  weU  or  have  you  been  up  aU  night?” 

Not  wanting  to  complain,  I deflected  the  question,  “When  she  won’t  sleep,  I 
just  hang  her,  feet  first,  from  the  closet  rod.” 

Knowing  my  acerbic  sense  of  humor,  Ed  puUed  the  blanket  from  around  her 
lower  torso  and  stared  at  the  concave  feet  of  a newborn. 

“They’re  prehensile  like  a monkey’s  tail,”  I said.  “She  wraps  them  around  the 
closet  rod,  hangs  upside  down,  and  goes  right  to  sleep.” 

Ed  stared  at  my  daughter’s  curled  feet,  noticed  my  shit-eating  grin,  and  laughed 
so  hard  that  I thought  he  would  drop  the  baby. 

From  that  day.  I’ve  called  her  Monkey  although  her  Christian  name  is  Amory.  I 
teU  her  the  simian  name  was  inspired  by  a Man  of  God  and  if  she  has  any  com- 
plaints about  the  moniker,  she  knows  who  to  send  grievances  to. 

A Strong  Girl 

West  Central  Ohio  was  flattened  in  the  Ice  Age  by  the  Wisconsin  Glacier.  I 
moved  the  family  there  following  a job  transfer.  Monkey  was  two  years  old  during 
the  move.  We  lived  in  a two-story  colonial  in  the  Miami  Valley  section  of  the 
state.  Our  yard  was  a pancake  flat  half-acre  covered  with  the  jungle-weed  known 
as  Kentucky  Bluegrass,  I would  struggle,  from  April  through  October,  to  tame  the 
jungle  with  a five  horsepower  push  mower.  I got  excited  at  the  possibility  of 
pulling  up  some  of  the  jungle  turf  for  a brick  walkway. 

In  July,  when  she  was  three.  Monkey  got  a baby  brother.  He  was  fair-haired 
with  striking  blue  eyes  that  latched  on  to  his  sister.  I nicknamed  him  The  Bud. 
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They  became  inseparable.  I was  starting  the  walkway,  stretching  some  forty  feet 
from  the  patio  to  the  driveway,  when  her  brother  arrived.  I never  seemed  to  time 
projects  well  and  tried  to  juggle  finishing  the  walkway  while  helping  my  wife  with 
the  newborn.  When  her  brother  was  sleeping.  Monkey  would  wander  outside  to 
watch  me  set  bricks  in  the  sand-bed  and  pound  them  with  a rubber  mallet.  I 
would  shoo  her  away  citing  the  danger  of  three-year  old  around  a construction 
site.  I reached  to  get  a brick  only  to  find  I was  out  and  would  have  to  go  to  the 
three  foot  high  stack,  load  a wheel-barrow  full,  and  move  them  within  arm’s  reach. 

As  I turned,  I saw  my  daughter  holding  a four  pound  paver  and  eager  for  me  to 
take  it  from  her  hands  and  lay  it  in  the  bed. 

“Monkey!  Where  did  you  get  that  brick  from?” 

She  knitted  her  eyebrows  and  looked  at  me  quizzically;  eyes  darting  on  a hori- 
zontal plane.  “Over  on  the  pile  where  you  get  them.” 

“You  mean  you  climbed  the  stack  and  brought  one  to  me!” 

‘Yes.  You  were  running  out.” 

“But  you  could  drop  the  brick  on  your  foot!”  I yelled  as  I noticed  her  in  a 
pinafore  and  sandals. 

“Oh  don’t  worry  Daddy,  I’m  a strong  girl.” 

Rob,  the  Tooth  Fairy’s  Assistant 

As  she  grew.  Monkey  and  her  brother  began  to  explore  their  Ohio  neighbor- 
hood. They  pushed  the  boundaries  on  just  about  aU  limits  their  parents  set.  I 
learned  that  two  children  are  not  double  the  work  of  one.  The  work  product  is 
cubed.  Their  mother  was  at  home  with  them  full-time  and  wrestled  with  their 
daily  discipline. 

I traveled  much  of  the  time  and,  unfamiliar  with  their  mother’s  instruction, 
often  destroyed  her  disciplinary  rules  that  had  been  in  place  during  my  absence.  I 
unknowingly  began  a cycle  of  endearing  myself  to  the  children  as  a fun  seeking 
rule-breaker.  I had  a much  less  positive  effect  on  my  wife. 

There  were  times  when  rules  and  caution  were  relaxed  and  this  was  usually  when 
the  pair  invented  some  new  form  of  play  that  was  entertaining  and  that  my  wife 
had  prior  experience  with.  Of  note  was  when,  late  on  a Friday  evening,  I found 
Monkey  in  the  foyer  eagerly  waiting  my  arrival. 

“The  Bud  and  I have  something  to  show  you.”  she  said  excitedly. 

“What?”  I said  with  the  enthusiasm  one  can  muster  from  a week  of  meetings 
and  travel  topped  off  by  a crowded  flight  from  LaGuardia. 

“We  learned  how  to  surf” 

“What?” 

“Surf” 

I was  dead  tired  and  not  totally  coherent.  It  was  also  the  middle  of  winter  and 
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we  lived  in  Ohio.  How  does  one  actually  surf  under  these  conditions? 

“The  Bud  bounces  more  than  I do  because  he  is  shorter  and  I knocked  a tooth 
loose.  See  Daddy,”  said  my  daughter  while  wiggling  a lower  incisor  with  her  index 
finger. 

I had  yet  to  figure  out  the  surfing  when  The  Bud  appeared  and  began  climbing 
the  carpeted  stars.  Monkey  broke  from  her  conversation  and  followed  him.  They 
laid,  side  by  side,  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  with  arms  to  their  sides,  heads  up,  necks 
extended,  and  ankles  together.  They  bowed  their  bodies  so  their  mid-sections 
touched  the  floor.  Counting  to  three,  the  pair  wiggled  like  penguins  on  the  ice  and 
launched  their  bodies  down  the  stairs.  They  “surfed”  over  the  edge  of  the 
stringers  and  opened  their  mouths  shouting  Oh!  Their  sound  reverberated  in  con- 
cussive  waves  and  they  crashed  into  a heap  on  the  landing.  They  laughed  with 
eyes  wide  and  climbed  the  stairs  to  go  again. 

Later  that  evening.  Monkey  became  worried  about  the  loose  tooth  and  fretted 
over  the  pain  of  removal.  I found  it  difficult  to  overcome  her  trepidations 
that  I could  help.  The  tooth  was  barely  hanging  on  and  I made  a move  to  extract 
it.  Unfortunately,  the  creative  mind  that  dreamed  up  surfing  fomented  great  fear 
of  pain  from  the  final  stage  of  pulling  the  tooth.  My  daughter  locked  her  jaws 
and  wouldn’t  go  to  bed. 

Knowing  that  any  appeal  to  reason  was  hopeless,  I held  a late  night  ceremony  to 
summon  the  Tooth  Fairy  who  would  inhabit  my  body  and  painlessly  remove  the 
incisor.  I lit  a candle  and  began  the  incantation.  Monkey  was  instructed  to  place 
hands  over  her  eyes  and  do  what  was  asked. 

“Oh  great  and  honorable  Tooth  Fairy”  I called.  There  was  silence. 

“Where  is  he  Daddy?  Is  he  coming?”  Monkey’s  fingers  parted  and  she  peeked. 

“Didn’t  I teU  you  to  cover  your  eyes  and  be  still?” 

“Oh  great  and  honorable  Tooth  Fairy  come  and  inhabit  my  body  and  painlessly 
remove  Monkey’s  tooth.” 

I did  my  best  mimic  of  a sprite.  “Open  your  eyes  little  girl.”  Monkey  did  what 
she  was  told. 

“Daddy,  where  is  the  tooth  fairy?” 

“I  am  the  Tooth  Fairy  and  inhabiting  your  father’s  body.”  My  daughter  looked 
skeptical. 

“You  must  do  as  you  are  told  or  you  will  suffer  the  pain  of  a loose  tooth.”  The 
skepticism  resided. 

“Now  repeat  after  me.” 

“The  Tooth  Fairy  is  great  and  good  and  wiU  remove  the  tooth  without  pain.” 

“The  Tooth  Fairy  is  great  and  good  and  will  remove  the  tooth  without  pain. 
Where  is  my  daddy?” 

‘Tour  daddy  is  still  here  but  he  cannot  speak  as  I,  the  Tooth  Fairy,  am  inhabiting 
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his  body.” 

“I  want  to  talk  to  my  daddy.” 

I gritted  my  teeth,  tried  hiding  my  frustration,  and  talked  between  pursed  lips. 

“You  can’t  talk  to  your  daddy  as  he  is  giving  his  body  to  me  to  remove  the  tooth.” 

“Will  he  get  his  body  back?” 

“Yes!”  I yelled  while  coming  out  of  character.  I could  see  that  I was  losing  the 
bathe  for  her  young  mind.  “Now  repeat  after  me.  This  tooth  will  not  hurt.” 

“This  tooth  will  not  hurt.” 

“Now  open  your  mouth,”  I said.  Monkey’s  mouth  remained  shut.  “Open  your 
mouth  or  my  assistant  will  not  give  you  money  for  your  tooth.”  Her  brow  furled 
and  mouth  slowly  opened.  The  tooth  fell  into  my  hand  as  I touched  it. 

Monkey  gasped.  “It  didn’t  hurt  at  aU!  I didn’t  know  the  Tooth  Fairy  had  an 
assistant.  What  does  he  look  like  and  how  much  money  will  I get?” 

Surmising  the  difficult  task  was  done,  the  Tooth  Fairy  left  my  body  and  I was 
left,  sine  spiritu,  and  addressed  my  daughter.  “His  assistant  is  a girl  in  a tutu  and 
she  looks  like  TinkerbeU.  I don’t  know  how  much  money  she  will  leave.” 

“Is  her  tutu  like  mine,  the  one  I wear  for  ballet  practice?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  color  is  it?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Why  does  that  matter?” 

“If  it’s  pink  she  is  a girly-girl,  if  it’s  blue  she  dances  like  a boy,  if  it’s  white  she  is 
a real  ballerina,  and  if  it’s  green  she  can’t  dance.” 

“Where  did  you  hear  that?” 

“Oh  Daddy,  everybody  knows  that.” 

I realized  that  trying  to  reason  or  out-imagine  my  daughter  was  a losing  propo- 
sition and  gave  up.  The  main  goal  had  been  accomplished  and  that  night,  after 
placing  the  tooth  under  her  pillow,  the  Tooth  Fairy’s  assistant  came  and  exchanged 
it  for  a doUar.  The  following  morning,  my  daughter  proudly  displayed  the  loot 
along  with  the  gap  in  her  dentition. 

“Daddy,  the  Tooth  Fairy’s  assistant  did  visit  but  it’s  not  a girl.” 

“How  do  you  know  that?” 

“Cause  he  left  his  name  on  the  dollar  bUl.” 

“What?” 

“Look,”  said  my  daughter  as  she  stretched  the  front  of  the  bill  for  me  to  see. 

To  left  of  Washington’s  bust  was  written,  in  red  letters,  Rob.  “That’s  right  Daddy, 
his  name  is  Rob,  and  I don’t  think  he  wears  a tutu.” 


Teaching  Spanish  Kids  Spanish 

I started  a business  when  Amory  was  eleven  and  have  been  self-employed  for 
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over  a decade.  I travel  often  and  in-between  the  away  times  are  blurs  of  my 
daughter’s  middle  school  through  college  years.  The  cross-country  races,  dating 
scene,  and  academic  honors  seem  to  meld  and  are  more  of  vapor  and  mist  than 
real. 

Amory  grew  into  a pretty  young  woman;  proud,  determined,  and  loyal.  She  is 
an  elementary  school  teacher  in  the  shadows  of  a great  city  where  she  describes 
her  work  as  “teaching  Spanish  kids  Spanish.”  I never  questioned  her  career 
choice  for  she  told  me,  while  in  high-school,  that  she  loved  watching  children 
grow  and  there  was  something  magic  about  it. 

Recendy,  I helped  set  up  her  first  apartment.  Fathers  are  good  for  moving  fur- 
niture, hanging  pictures,  and  other  mechanical  needs.  Amory  lives  in  a vibrant  vil- 
lage of  the  city  and,  during  my  visit,  we  walked  to  several  trendy  restaurants. 

During  the  meals,  she  pratded  on  about  her  new  beginnings,  college  friends,  and 
plans  for  the  future.  She  is  young  and  life  is  before  her  and  I tried  to  envision 
how  it  was  to  feel  that  way  for  I am  old  with  experience  and  my  dreams  have  been 
ground  smooth  by  the  lies  of  men. 

We  said  goodbye  after  breakfast  at  a kitschy  restaurant  where  the  middle-aged 
waitress  was  Hispanic  and  had  not  mastered  the  vulgate.  My  daughter  ordered  for 
us.  The  waitress  seemed  pleased  that  there  was  a Spanish  speaker  and  glanced  my 
way  and  smiled.  As  I paid  the  bill  at  the  register,  my  daughter  walked  out  into  a 
gray  day  where  snow  was  lightiy  falling.  On  the  way  out,  the  waitress  nabbed  my 
coat  sleeve  at  the  elbow.  “Ella  es  hermosa.  Las  hijas  son  una  bendicion.” 

Made  by  Their  Maker  and  Borrowed 

My  mother  is  a small  town  girl  from  the  foothills  of  North  Carolina.  She  bears 
great  insight  but  appears  simple  in  a deceiving  way  and  has  a habit  of  repeating 
herself  which  makes  one  wonder  if  she  has  a memory  problem.  She  has  been  a 
victim  of  this  “memory  problem”  since  I was  in  elementary  school.  When  Amory 
and  The  Bud  were  born,  she  couldn’t  have  been  happier.  She  lit  up  every  time  we 
came  home  to  visit.  On  one  occasion,  when  my  wife  and  I went  out  of  the  coun- 
try, we  left  the  kids  with  my  parents  for  an  extended  period.  We  later  learned  that 
“Grandma”  had  helped  them  build  a boat  out  of  a lounge  chair  and  they  “sailed  it, 
aU  day,  down  the  Atlantic  and  across  the  Caribbean,”  to  visit  us  in  Mexico. 

I asked  Mom  about  the  sailing  trip  and  she  intimated  that  it  was  no  big  deal. 

For  her,  playing  with  grand-ctdldren,  for  hours  and  on  their  level,  was  what  nor- 
mal grand-parents  did.  But  this  dedication  to  children  seemed  to  contrast  with 
one  of  my  mother’s  repeated  sayings.  She  would  tell  us  that  “children  are  their 
own  persons,  made  by  their  maker  long  before  they  are  born,  and  parents  only 
borrow  them.” 

Growing  up,  and  trying  to  fathom  my  mother’s  sentiments,  made  me  wonder  if 
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she  really  wanted  my  brother  and  me.  But  my  mother  was  speaking  to  my  future 
understanding  and  I recendy  grasped  what  she  meant  when  I was  packing  up 
Monkey’s  American  Girl  collection  and  putting  it  away  for  storage.  As  I reached 
into  a box  to  pack  away  Felicity’s  bedroom  suite,  the  carton  became  cavernous, 
bottomless,  and  timeless,  and  I feU  into  the  darkness  and  the  tears  flowed  and  I 
could  not  stop.  I have  launched  Amory  into  the  world  and  my  days  of  borrowing 
have  ended.  I could  not  have,  by  my  paltry  efforts,  created  something  as  beautiful 
as  her  and  my  mother  was  right  in  that  there  are  ancient  things,  much  greater  and 
more  powerful,  that  craft  our  children  before  they  are  born.  Parents  are  caretakers 
and  stewards  of  great  treasure  and  it  is  substantial  and  regretful  irony  that  many 
don’t  reahxe  it  until  their  stewardship  is  done. 

The  more  I filled  the  cartons,  the  more  I realized  a great  emptiness  and  the 
remorseful,  haunting  questions  surfaced.  Did  I spend  enough  time  with  her? 

Was  I a good  father?  WlU  she  remember  me  for  good  things?  The  questions  are 
summarized  by  one;  did  I love  her  enough? 

Wisdom  of  the  Ages 

In  that  small  Southern  town  I grew  up  in,  there  are  colloquialisms  that  have 
dogged  me  for  five  decades.  When  faced  with  the  need  for  greater  understanding, 
there  is  a depository  of  knowledge  called  the  “wisdom  of  the  ages.”  I understand 
it  to  mean  that,  with  proper  reflection,  answers  to  life’s  troubling  conditions  are 
proffered  from  the  heart.  When  I ask  myself  if  1 have  loved  Amory  enough,  the 
answer  from  between  the  breastplates  is  at  first  bitter,  then  hopeful.  For  one  can 
never  love  enough  but  love  doesn’t  acknowledge  time;  hence  there  is  no  end  and 
always  hope.  And  what  is  hope  if  it  is  not  fueled  by  imagination;  brimming  with 
possibility  of  love  renewed  and  outside  of  temporal  bounds? 

I called  Amory  yesterday.  She  was  back  to  school  after  two  weeks  of  Christmas 
vacation.  It  seems  the  kids  were  rowdy;  coming  off  sugar  highs  from  too  many 
holiday  sweets.  She  felt  tired  and  alone  and  wondered  if  her  career  decision  was 
the  right  one.  I told  her  that  I can,  after  four  decades,  remember  the  names  of 
every  one  of  my  elementary  school  teachers,  what  they  looked  like,  and  the  many 
lessons  I learned  from  them.  I told  her  that  teachers  are  guardians  of  our  future, 
and  the  good  ones,  the  ones  that  last,  know  this  and  take  great  pride  and  satisfac- 
tion in  their  profession.  They  are  daughters  who  are  blessings  to  their  fathers  and 
the  world  beyond;  strong  girls  who  know  the  magic  of  timeless  time,  the  imagina- 
tion of  hope,  and  have  visited  with  Rob,  the  Tooth  Fairy’s  assistant,  who  doesn’t 
wear  a tutu. 
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Prairie  Creative  Writing  Contest 


The  College  of  DuPage  Prairie  Creative  Writing  Award  contest  takes  place 
annually  in  the  spring  semester.  This  year  the  focus  was  on  Creative  Nonfiction. 
The  contest  is  open  to  students  and  community  members,  and  sponsored  by  the 
College  of  DuPage  Creative  Writing  program  and  the  Writers  Read  Series. 
Writers  submitted  their  original  works  to  a panel  of  award-winning  writers 
among  the  College  faculty,  who  selected  10  finalists.  Three  winners  from  among 
the  finalists  were  selected  to  participate  in  a group  workshop  with  visiting  author 
Sonya  Huber  in  April  2011.  The  winning  essay  is  published  in  this  spring  2011 
issue  of  The  Prairie  Light  Review.  The  two  remaining  essays  are  published  on 
The  Prairie  Light  Review  website.  For  more  information  about  future  contests, 
call  Professor  Liz  Whiteacre  at  (630)  942-2311,  or  e-mail  litaward(^cod.edu. 

Please  visit  http:/ /dc.cod.edu/plr/  to  view  the  second  and  third  place  win- 
ning stories  for  the  2011  Prairie  Nonfiction  Award.  The  second-place  winner  is 
U’s  a Do^ie-Dog  World\y^  Mary  Jane  Bradley-Smith  and  the  third  place  winner  is 
More  Than  a Mere  Image  by  Dodi  Dolendi. 
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The  Prairie  Light  Review  staff  would  like  to  extend  a special  thank  you 
to  Chuck  Steele,  a tireless  friend  of  PLR,  and  someone  who  does  so  much  for 
students  and  faculty  all  across  the  College  of  DuPage  campus.  Thank  you, 
Chuck. 

-The  PLR  Staff 
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Work  collaboratively  with  classmates  in  English  2210  to  create  and  market  the 
next  issue  of  The  Prairie  Tight  P£view,  College  of  DuPage’s  award-winning  literary 
magazine.  As  a member  of  the  editorial  team,  you  will  experience  many  different 
publication  techniques,  including  tracking  submissions,  content  selection,  layout 
decisions,  copyediting,  distribution,  office  management,  marketing,  fundraising,  and 
coordinating  special  events  like  open  mics. 

To  join  the  editiorial  team,  enroll  in  English  2210.  You  will  find  more  informa- 
tion about  the  course  at  www.prairielightreview.org.  This  course  meets  on  the  Glen 
EUyn  Campus,  SRC  1558,  on  Wednesdays  from  2:00  p.m.  to  3:50  p.m.  each  term. 
Please  contact  Advisor  Jackie  McGrath  with  questions  at  mcgrathj@cod.edu  or  630- 
942-2709. 
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Submission  Guidelines 


We  accept  original  works  of  short  fiction,  nonfiction,  poetry,  photography,  2-D 
and  3-D  artwork  of  any  media  from  students,  faculty,  staff,  and  the  College  of 
DuPage  District  502  community.  All  submissions  are  anonymously  reviewed  twice  a 
year  for  fall  and  spring  issues.  Guidelines  for  the  presentation  of  your  work  and  let- 
ters of  authenticity  may  be  found  online  at  www.prairielightreview.org.  Questions? 
Contact  the  editors  at  plre@cod.edu  or  630-942-2733. 
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Contact  the  staff  at  www.prairielightreview.org. 
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A Note  About  the  Text 


The  typeface  is  Garamond  in  ten-point-font,  and  the  issue  was  designed 
using  QuarkXPress  7 and  printed  by  United  Graphics,  Inc.  The  typeface  of 
the  Table  of  Contents  is  Times  New  Roman  in  twelve-point  font.  The  four- 
color  cover  is  printed  on  #80  gloss  paper,  matte  finish  and  the  inside  pages 
are  printed  on  #70  paper.  The  issue  includes  16  pages  of  color  photography 
and  64  pages  of  black  and  white  art  and  writing.  The  Spring  2011  printing 
of  4000  issues  was  produced  over  16  weeks.  Cover  production  courtesy  of 
Emily  Eubanks.  Manuscript  production  courtesy  of  Tom  HiU. 


74 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


